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PREFATORY    NOTE. 


AS    it    has    been    to    some    extent    through   my 
advice  that  the  following  selection  of  poems 
has  been    given    to   the    public,  owing    to    the    fact 
that    some    of   them    have    previously    made    their 
appearance  in  the  pages  of  The  Twentieth   Century^ 
which    reappears    in    February,    it    is    perhaps    not 
inappropriate     that     I     should     premise    with    this 
public    statement.     I    am     the    more    ready    to    do 
this,  as    I   am    not    at  all    ashamed    of    my    advice, 
and    feel    convinced    that    the    reading    public    and 
critics   will    alike    ratify  my  own   opinion,   that   the 
whole  work   shows   unmistakably    the  same   delicate 
charm  of  touch  and  freshness,  and  purity  of  artistic 
feeling  which  first  induced  me  to  accept  six  of  the 
sonnets  as  contributions  to  The  Twentieth   Century. 
Placed    as  I   am,  in   a   somewhat    delicate    position, 
owing    to  that    fact,   I   can    perhaps    hardly  express 
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myself,  as  regards  the  merits  above  mentioned,  with 
the  freedom  which  might  otherwise  be  conceded  to 
me  ;  but  I  may  doubtless  be  permitted  to  say  that 
such  merits  form  no  inconsiderable  recommenda- 
tions to  a  work  in  these  days,  when  unhealthy 
neurotic  verse  (however  perfect  in  artistic  form 
and  finish)  is  so  prevalent  ;  while  in  the  present 
little  volume  the  qualities  of  form  and  finish  are 
by  no  means  lacking. 

One  word  more :  The  series  of  Sonnets  on  the 
Months,  which  gives  the  book  its  title,  may  seem 
a  somewhat  ambitious  venture,  after  the  other  ex- 
quisite series  by  Mr,  William  Morris  in  "  The 
Earthly  Paradise,"  with  their  vague,  exquisite 
glamour,  almost  hectic  in  its  haunting  loveliness  of 
expression  and  witching  melody  of  sound — to  my 
own  mind  to  be  compared  only  to  Keats'  odes 
for  sheer  beauty;  but  the  appearance  of  the  present 
sonnets  should,  as  matters  stand,  possess  really  an 
additional  interest  from  the  pre-appearance  of  Mr. 
Morris's  work,  owing  to  the  curious  fact  that  the 
author  of  "The  Poetic  Year"  had,  at  the  time 
of  writing  her  sonnets,  never  perused   "The  Earthly 


Prefatory  Note.  v 

Paradise."  Her  work  contains  convincing  integral 
proof  of  this,  not  merely  in  the  different  form 
employed  as  vehicle  of  expression,  but  because 
it  would  be  almost  an  impossibility  for  any  one 
who  had  previously  perused  the  lovely  preludes  of 
Mr.  Morris  not  to  be  so  saturated  with  their  beauty 
as  to  even  unconsciously  imitate — and  there  is  not 
a  vestige  of  imitation  to  be  discovered  here.  And 
now,  in  the  words  of  Wordsworth — 

"  Go,  little   book !   from  this  my  solitude 
I  cast   thee  on    the  waters.     Go   thy  ways — 
And   if,   as   I   believe,  thy   vein   be   good, 
The  World   shall   find   thee   after  many  days  " — 

and  may  you  be  but  the  precursor  of  many  more, 
with  the  same  beauties  and  more  matured  powers, 
in  times  to  come  1 

William    Graham. 
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The  Poetic  Year. 


JANUARY. 

What  glad  song  wafts  across  the  frozen  land  ? 

Why,  'tis  the  same  the  bells  so  loudly  sing 

As  they  to  January  welcome  ring. 

He  forward  bounds  with  hope  in  either  hand, 

While  Love  before  him  bears  a  burning  brand 

To  light  his  path  and  darksome  night  betray. 

He  is  so  fair,   so  hopeful,   and  so  gay, 

Few  can  his  winning  laugh  or  smiles  withstand. 

Now  Love  bends  low  his  head  and  whispers  soft  : 

"  There  waits  for  thee,  upon  thy  journey's  end, 

A  maiden  fair  and  true,  so  swiftly  tend 

Thy  duties,  lest  she  weep,  as  is  too  oft 

Her  fate  !  "  "  My  troth  by  thee,  young  god,  I  send  !  " 

Then   Love   speeds  on,  and  bears  his  torch  aloft. 


FEBRUARY. 

Out  on  the  World's  waste  stands  the  timid  maid, 
And  stretching  round  her  feet  its  vastness  hes 
All  cold  and  drear,  'neath  pitiless  grey  skies. 
How  can  she  wake  the  Earth  in  Winter's  shade  ? 
The  teardrops  gather  and  she  grows  afraid  ; 
Yet  what  veiled   promises  in   those  grey  eyes, 
What  whispered  dreams  in  those  soft  broken  sighs  ! 
Those  pearly  tears,   they  will  but  bring  thee  aid. 

Thy   love   draws   close,   his    words    will    chase   thy 

fear 
And  tell   how   those   bright   drops    shall    warm   the 

Earth 
And  soften  her  ;   so    that  she  may  give  birth 
To   flowers,  when    flower-time    comes  ;   and  that  is 

near. 
And  so,   frail   February,   change  to  mirth 
Thy  grief ;  for  thou  art  Spring's  own  pioneer. 


MARCH. 

Young   March   came   bounding   on   with    deafening 

roar 
And    swept    the   plains   of  Earth  with    maddening 

swirl, 
As  he  with  mocking  laugh  and  shriek  and  whirl 
Through  forest,  meadow  and  wide  woodland    tore. 
Heedless  of  all  that  'neath  his  steps  he  bore 
He  tossed  the  branches  bare  from  side  to  side, 
And  flung  the  dry  white  dust  both  far  and  wide  ; 
Till  Nature's  call   for  pity   rang  out  sore. 

Then  from  the  West,  a  pale  pink  tinted  Thing, 
Arose,  and  with  sweet  song,   so  soft  and  rare. 
She  stayed  young  March  ;  and  on  his  shoulders  bare 
Her  veil  falls  lightly,   as  around  him  cling 
Her  arms.     He  softly  kissed  her  face  so  fair. 
Then  turns  and  meekly  follows  gentle  Spring. 


APRIL. 

Cold  Mother  Earth  now  shook  with  glad  delight, 
That  stlrr'd  her  branches  dry  and  hills  yet  bare  ; 
As  o'er  the  plain  a  slender  maiden  fair, 
With  flower-laden'd  kirtle,  came  in  sight. 
'Twas  April  ;  and  her  tumbled  hair  hung  bright 
As  the  pale  sunshine  on  the  budding  trees  ; 
'Midst  which  she  sang  a  song  like  hum  of  bees. 
And  cast  the  seeds  of  Spring  o'er  dale  and  height. 

Her  cheek  still  flushing  from  the  Wind's  wild  kiss  ; 
The  brambles  eagerly  her  green  robe  caught 
For  fear  their  share  of  flowers  sweet  to  miss. 
But,  oh !  their  thorns  were  hard  ;  she  swiftly  sought 
The  fields  below,  and  sped  through  Nature's  aisles, 
One  moment  weeping  and  the  next  all  smiles. 
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MAY. 

Who  gaily  bounds  with  cries  of  thrilling  might 
To  meet  fair  trembling  April   on  her  way, 
And  with  sweet  garlands  her  swift  passage  stay  ? 
He,  like  a  Sun-god,  makes  the  woods  gleam  white 
From  the  reflection  of  his  armour  light  ; 
Fair  flow'ry  armour,  fashion'd  of  the  May, 
With  Willow  spear  and   Lilac  banner  gay, 
And  golden  trappings  of  Laburnum  bright. 

Now  taking  April's  hands,  he  kiss'd  her  tears, 
And  whispers,   "  I  am  May,  thy  knight  most  true  ; 
My  crest  the  Hyacinth,  thy  token  blue. 
Oh,  weep  not,  love,  for  ended  are  thy  fears. 
And  ere  the  leaves  have  changed  to  summer's  hue 
We'll  meet  again  within  the  House  of  Years  !  " 
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JUNE. 

Sweet  Zephyr's  car  flies  o'er  the  flow'r-clad  trees, 
So  that  the  Earth  is  strewn  with  petals  white. 
Ah  me  !  how  sad  !   until  there  comes  in  sight 
The  fair  young  form  who  rests  within  at  ease, 
And  bears,  heap'd  high  upon  her  rounded  knees, 
A  mass  of  roses,  pale  and  dark  and  bright. 
The  which  shall  perfume  Summer's  bridal  night 
As  they  are  borne  upon  the  tender  breeze. 

Then  from  her  car  the  rosy  maid  steps  down. 
And  fruit  and  flow'rs  spring  up  beneath  her  tread  ; 
While  from  its  chrysalis  the  butterfly 
Bursts  forth  to  brightly  gem  a  flow'ry  crown 
June  weaveth  for  the  lover  she  shall  wed, 
Whose  heralds,  even  now,  are  drawing  nigh. 


JULY.    ' 

Blow  loud  your  trumpets,  heralds  of  July ! 
Great  golden  lilies  blare  the  bridegroom's  pride  ; 
The  while  sweet  silver  ones  call  forth  the  bride, 
Fair  June,  who  garland-weaving  waits  near  by. 
Apollo's  self  the  bridal  knot  shall  tie, 
Then  through  the  land  a  flow'ry  triumph  ride, 
As  the  glad  lover  scatters  far  and  wide 
Bright  gifts,  with  which  the  world  to  beautify. 

Then  to  his  blushing  bride  he  whispers  low  : 
"  Farewell,   my  love,  until  my  task  is  done. 
Which  is  to  bear  the  mission  of  the  sun 
To  fruit  and  corn,  so  that  the  earth  may  glow 
With  warmth  and  life  and  love !  Then  home,  sweet 

one, 
More  swiftly  than  the  swiftest  winds   that  blow  !  " 


TO 


AUGUST. 

Lap-laden'd  Goddess,  lounging  on  the  prow 
Of  Summer's  bark,  in  gauzy  garments  rare  ; 
The  grape-vine  lies  upon  her  rich  brown  hair 
And  shadows  with  its  leaves  her  sun-kiss'd  brow. 
Rich  as  her  beauty  are  her  gifts,  I  trow, 
Which  shorewards  to  September  she  doth  bear  ; 
The  heavy  scent  of  fruit  hangs  in  the  air 
While  her  broad  boat  the  brilliant  waters  plough. 

Voluptuously  she  lifts  her  rounded  arms 

To  greet  him,  as  once  Royal  Egypt  met 

Mark  Antony  ;  and  young  September  fell. 

Like  Rome's  proud  soldier,  captive  to  her  charms. 

And  at  her  feet  laid  all  his  treasures  wet 

With  Autumn's  dew  her  bounteous  store  to  swell. 
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SEPTEMBER. 

September  in  the  arms  of  August  lies  ; 

Ah  !   sensuous  Queen,  she  crowns  her  lover  now, 

Binding  broad  briony  upon  his  brow, 

As  'neath  deep-veiled  lids  gleam  half-closed  eyes  ; 

And  through  her  full  rich  lips  steal  tender  sighs 

That  mingle  with  her  willing  captive's  vow, 

How  for  her  love  he  would  the  world  endow 

With  the  bright  tints  of  sunset  ere  it  dies. 

His  hair  is  brilliant  as  the  sun  at  noon  ; 
His  eyes  deep  hazel,  like  the  fruits  he  brings  ; 
His  voice  so  full  and  mellow,  warning  sings 
Of  change,  that  creepeth  on  us  all  too  soon, 
As  he  and  his  fair  queen,  like  birds,  take  wings 
And  sail  away  into  October's  moon  ! 
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OCTOBER. 

Through  pearHng  mists  a  dark-hair'd  maid  peeps, 
Her  robe  of  goJden-brown  is  girt  with  leaves 
Of  ruddy  hue,  whose  red  to  yellow  weaves 
With  green  and  bronze,  such  harmony  as  steeps 
The  land  in  beauty  ;  then  with  rustling  sweeps 
The   leaflets  dance,  and  fair  October  grieves 
And  gathers  them,  as  reapers  gather  sheaves, 
And  piles  them  round  the  trees  in  great  dry  heaps. 

But,  strive  her  all,  she  is  no  longer  gay, 
Her  starry  eyes  are  fill'd  with  unknown  fear  ; 
She  doth  not  know  her  warrior  knight  is  near, 
Although  perchance  his  armour,   cold  and  grey. 
May  strike  her  warm  young  heart  with  chill  dismay ; 
Within  his  arms  the  world  doth  grow  less  drear  ! 
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NOVEMBER. 

Hark  !    through   the   wood  there  rides  a  mail-clad 

knight, 
His  armour  clanging  with  each  step  he  takes  ; 
The  very   evergreen  before  him  shakes 
And  droops,  like  noon-flow'rs  at  the  evening  light. 
Young  Frost,  his  page,  bears  high  a  banner  white  ; 
While  Boreas,  the  herald,  rudely  breaks 
A  pathway  to  the  border  of  the  lakes, 
Where  fair  October  waits  'twixt  love  and  fright. 

Into  his  armour'd  arms  he  draws   his  bride, 
Wrapping  her  round  m  his  grey   cloak  of  fogs, 
And  there  she  lies  at  peace — in  peace  so  still 
She  doth  not  feel   the  jolting  of  her  ride 
O'er  mist-hid  lands,  dead  flow'rs,  and  fallen  logs  ; 
Nor  see  the  task  November  must  fulfil. 
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DECEMBER. 

December,  like  a  novice,  stands  alone, 

All  robed  in  purest  white  ;  and  her  pale  face 

Uplifted,  is  the  home  of  sad  sweet  grace, 

From  which  all  touch  of  passion's  love  is  flown, 

Fill'd  with  her  message  from  a  world  unknown. 

Her  large  grey   eyes  would   seem  to  fathom   space  ; 

She  hears  the  singing  of  an  angel  race, 

She  heeds  the  rumble  of  the  Earth's   low  moan. 

A  pitv  full  and  deep  fills  her  pure  heart. 
And   o'er  the  world,  to  cover  soil  and  sin, 
She  flings  her  mantle  white,  praying  the  while 
That  this  shall  earth  and  heaven  reconcile. 
Then,  'mid  the  bells  that  ring  the   New  Year  in. 
Spreads  her  wide  wings  to  silently  depart. 
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THE   STORY   OF   ADONIS. 

The  sweet  winds  whistled  softly  through  the  trees 

As  bright  Apollo  drove  across  the  leas 

Of  Mount  Libanus  ;    and  the  great  god  laughed, 

As  those  same  winds  t' wards  him  the  voices  waft 

Of  Venus  and  Adonis — "  Goddess  fair, 

I  should  be  jealous ;    yet  I  say,  beware ! 

For  Mars,  grim  god  of  war,  hath  vengeful  grown, 

And  swears  Adonis  shall  be  overthrown. 

So  let  the  lovely  shepherd  you  adore 

Beware  how  he  goes  hunting  the  wild  boar !  " 

"  Ah !  sweet  my  love,  why  wilt  thou  hunting    go  ? 

Rest  thee  by  me,  and  list  unto  the  flow 

Of  yon  fair  stream,  to  whose  soft  tune  I'll  sing 

A  lullaby  ;    and  kiss  and  crown  thee  king 

Of  these  bright  woods,  with  roses  !     Adonis,  stay  ! — 

Thy  Queen  commands  thee — till  dark  night  be  day  !  " 

*'  Till  then,  sweet  Queen,  rest  me  in  thy  embrace  ; 

Then  hence  to  win  thee  trophies  of  the  chase  !  " 
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And  Venus  sang,  and  fair  Adonis  played 

Till  bright  Aurora  chased  away  night's  shade. 

Alas !    a  jealous  Zephyr  quickly  sped 

To  bear  the  tidings  to  the  war  god  dread. 

"  So,   Lady  Venus,  hunting  goes  thy  love  : 

Methinks  he'll  meet  with  more  than  a  soft  dove ; 

For  I  will  change  me  to  a  forest  boar, 

And  with  my  tusks  his  tender  flesh  will  gore ! " 

As  through  the  sunlit  woods  the  youth  did  bound 

A  furious  trampling  seemed  to  shake  the  ground. 

He  swiftly  drew  his  arrow  to  its  haft. 

But  cruel  fortune  turned  away  the  shaft. 

Then  with  a  deafening  scream  on  rushed  the  boar ; 

Right  through  the  shepherd's  thigh  his  grim  tusks  tore. 

And  o'er  the  ground  a  crimson  stream  did  flow 

As  Mars,   triumphant,  stood  above  his  foe. 

"  Farewell  !  "  he  mock'd,  "  Thou  never  more  shalt  lie 

In  Venus'  arms  ;  except  it  be  to  die  !  " 

And  with  a  parting  thrust  the  boar  sped  thence, 

His  victim  leaving  in  the  forest  dense. 

And  poor  Adonis,  waking  from  his  swoon, 
Knew  that  his  life  was  ending  all   too  soon. 
His  sad,  and  oft-repeated  moaning  smote 
The  ear  of  Venus,   in  her  bow'r  remote  : 
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Who,  hastening  forth  to  bring  her  darling  aid, 

No  heed  to  straying  white-rose  brambles  paid, 

Till  one  too  forward  scratch'd  her  dainty  heel, 

And  made  the  tender  goddess,  angry,  reel. 

But  when  she  saw  the  red  drops  on  the  white, 

It  was  so  fair  that  she  forgave  the  slight : 

"  Henceforth,  sweet  rose,  shall  crimson  be  thy  hue 

In  memory  of  Venus  ;  lovers  true 

Shall  wear  thee,  swear  by  thee  for  evermore  !  " 

And  Venus  sped  more  swiftly  than  before, 

Until  she  came  to  where  Adonis  lay. 

Then  vainly  she  his  life's  ebb  strove  to  stay. 

But  failing,  cover'd  him  with  lettuce  soft, 

And  there  bewailed  him,  low,  and  long,  and  oft. 

But    where    her    darling's    blood    had    stained    the 

earth 
Frail  red  anemones  first  found  their  birth  ; 
Then  down  into  the  nether  regions  sped, 
And  of  dark  Proserpine,  Queen  of  the  dead, 
Begg'd  back  Adonis  for  six  months  each  year  ; 
And  to  her  prayers  the  kindly  Queen  gave  ear. 
Thus  through  the  summer  Venus  laughs  and  plays. 
But  sheds  her  mourning  robe  o'er  winter's  days. 
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SONNET   ON   THE   SEA. 

Oh,  tranquil,  traitorous,  sublimest  sea  ! 

I  hear  the  sad  sound  of  your  heaving  sighs. 

And  almost  see  fair  Aphrodite  rise, 

To  shake  your  bright  pearls  from  her  limbs  so  free. 

I  watch  the  splashes  of  your  rippling  waves 

Can  scarce  believe  they  will  grow  mad,  and  rao^e 

Like  human  passions,  bursting  from  their  cac^-e  ; 

They  turn  fair  floating  ships  to  seamen's  graves  ! 

And  yet,  so  strange  your  fascination,  fain 

Down    in  your    calm,    cool,  green  depths  would    I 

dwell 
(Far  from  this  seething  world's  ferment  and  pain), 
And  laugh  with  sea-folk  at  your  rise  and  swell. 
But  oh  !   I  love  you  best  when   your  hoarse  roar 
Lashes  with  passion  the  foam-whitened  shore. 
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TOSTIC  ; 

OR, 

Lines  Written  on  Reading  Part  of  Lord  Lytton's  "  Harold.  ' 

In  Bruges'  lofty  halls  the    sunbeams  were    running 

rife, 
Where,  playing    chess,    sat    Tostic,  with  Judith  his 

haughty  wife. 
The  game  was  in  disorder,  and  the    cause    not    far 

to  ween  ; 
The  Saxon's  thoughts  were  distant,  and  the  Countess 

held  his  queen, 
When   he,  with    sudden    gesture,    swept    the    pieces 

from  the  board. 
Judith  gazed,  calmly  questioning  her  handsome,  irate 

lord, 
Who  jestingly  exclaimed,  to  half  excuse  his  passion's 

heat, 
"Annihilation,  Countess  mine,  is  better  than  defeat  !" 


22  Tostic. 

Without,  a  hasty  step  was  heard  ;  "  'Tis  bode  from 

England,   Yarl, 
I    doubt    much    if   it    will    please    thee,"    exclaimed 

the  bowing  carle  ; 
"  For  Edward,  sainted  Edward,  lies  at  peace  among 

the  dead. 
And    golden-headed    Harold    rules    all    England    in 

his  stead  !  " 
"  I  shall  regain  my  Earldom,  then  ;   'tis  good  news !" 

Tostic  cried. 
"  Nay,  for  Queen    Aldyth's    brothers    hold  thy  fair 

Northumbria  wide." 


"  What  queen  ?  "  shouts  Tostic  :   "  Edith  should  be 

my  brother's  wife  !  " 
"  Ay,  Yarl,  and  so    she  would  have    been    but    for 

the  Church's  strife  !  " 
And,  trembling    'neath    the    Earl's  dark    scowl,    the 

bodeman  turn'd  and  fled. 
The    Countess  watch'd    and  waited,   knowing  when 

he  might  be  led  ; 
And    as     his    strides     grew    slow,    she    cried — "  A 

crown  might  Tostic  wear. 
Might    win  one,   if   he  quickly  this  news  to    Duke 

William  bear." 
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"What    mean    you,  wife?"  cried  Tostic.    "Ah!    I 

see  your  counsel's  drift  ! 
Farewell    to     thee,    my  future    Queen  :    be    sure    I 

will  be  swift !  " 

Across  the  Norman's  hunting  park,    a    mud-stained 

horse  did  bound  : 
'*  The    monkish  King  is  dead,    Duke  !  "    whispered 

Tostic,  gaining  ground. 
"  Then  I  am    King    of   England,   by  St.    Edward's 

own  decree  : 
Earl    Tostic,  to   thy  sovereign    liege    doff   cap  and 

bend  the  knee  !  " 
"  Not  so,"  cries    haughty  Tostic,    holding    high    his 

cover'd  head, 
"  For  Harold,   gold-hair'd  Harold  reigns  in  England 

in  his  stead, 
Proclaim'd  by    all  the  people  and  the  holy  Nornes 

besides. 
For  by  the  Nornes  'twas  spoken,   that    as    king  he 

lives  and  dies  !  " 

Well    Fate    rewards    the    traitor    who,    fair    as    was 

black  his  sin, 
Rais'd  up  the  Norman  bastard  'gainst  his  own  true 

kith  and   kin  ! 
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SONNET  ON  SHELLEY. 

Immortal  Shelley,  who  the  world  o'erstrode  ! 

How  at  your  word  fair  images  arise 

And  fill  their  place  in  dreams  or  episode  ! 

You  speak,  and  lo !  before  our  gaze  there  lies 

lanthe  sweet,  entrancing  every  sense. 

We  struggle  with  Prometheus  to  be  free, 

And  breathless  watch  the  tinted  mists  from  whence 

The  Witch  of  Atlas  rose  beside  the  sea  ; 

Bewilder'd  at  the  great  Revolt  we  stand, 

Wond'ring  at  all  those  woes  which  led  to  peace. 

So  sweet  your  praise  of  Nature  through  the  land 

That  Earth  fell  weeping  when  its  sound  did  cease. 

Oh  !  wondrous  seeker  in  the  realms  of  time, 

How  much  we  mourn  your  loss  in  manhood's  prime  ! 


27 


ICE-FOLKS. 

'•'  Soft  and  low 
Hear  them  go 
Tinkling  merrily  over  the  snow. 
Who  are  they  ^ 
What  are  they  ? 
Hush  !  close  your  doors  fast.      Ice-folk  are 
they. 

"  Bright  and  rare, 

Light  as  air, 
We  come  to  win  mortal  maidens  fair !  " 

So  they  sing  ; 

And  bells  ring 
As  the  ice-sleighs  circle  round  their  king. 

"  Winifred, 
Golden  head, 
Wilfully  into  their  midst  has  fled  ; 
With  a  bound 
They  swarm  round. 
And    earth    forgetting,     their    queen     she's 
crown 'd. 


2  8  Ice-folks. 

"  Work  is  done, 

Bride  is  won  ; 
Hence  !  away,  ere  the  rise  of  sun  !  " 

Soft  and  low 

Hear  them  go 
Tinkling  merrily  over  the  snow. 
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EARL  ROLLO  AND  LADY  UNADOR. 

'Tis  not  when  fresh  from  victory 
Ye  would  list  to  tales  of  war. 
So  then  my  song  shall  make  ye  dream 
Of  love  ;  and  this  shall  be  my  theme — 
How  Rollo  won  fair  L^nador. 

Wild  and  free,  as  a  hawk  on  the  wing, 
At  RoIIo  and  love  her  laugh  did  ring  ; 
Yet  never  beat  that  proud  heart  so  fast, 
As  at  tales  of  dangers  he  had  pass'd. 

"  Say,  how  can  I  win  thee,  Unador  ? 

For  win  thee,  proud  maid,  I  will,  by  Thor !  " 

She  pointed  to  where  a  summit  drear 

On  high  its  bare,   barren  peak  did  rear  : 

"  Up  yonder,  where  man's  foot  dare  not  rest, 

Proud  eagles  have  built  themselves  a  nest. 

Who  from  thence  an  eaglet  brings  to  me, 

I  vow,  by  Thor,  shall  my  liege  lord  be  !  " 


30     Earl   Rollo  and  Lady  Unador. 

"  Lady,  till  then  thy  vassal  count  me  ; 
But  I  swear  this  oath  on  bended  knee  : 
That  on  th'  eve  of  the  moon's  full  tide 
I'll  win  thee  to  my  arms,  my  bride  !  " 
With  a  mocking  smile  smiled  Unador, 
As  her  knight  knelt  on  the  oaken  floor  ; 
And,  with  a  mocking  smile,  thus  quoth  she  : 
"  Success,  Sir  Rollo,   I  wish  to  thee." 

*  *  #  #  # 

'Twas  morn  on  th'  eve  of  the  moon's  full  tide, 
As  to'ards  the  mount's  peak  the  Earl  did  ride  ; 
For  a  knight,  oh,  he  was  strangely  clad, 
But  with  dreams  of  love  his  heart  was  glad. 
All  of  leather  were  jerkin  and  hose, 
Soft,  thick  and  strong,  as  were  cap  and  shoes  ; 
Arms  bore  he  none,  save  dagger  at  belt  ; 
And  at  sword-strap  hung  a  bag  of  pelt.* 

Hard  the  path,  the  task  still  greater  test, 
Yet  in  leathern  bag  doth  eaglet  rest  ; 
And  the  Earl  once  more  to  horse  did  spring. 
With  an  eagle's  plume,  from  eagle's  wirtg. 
In  the  band  of  his  brown  leathern  cap. 

*  Leather. 
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High  in  her  bower  sat   RoIIo's  Jove, 

While  a  silver  lamp,  shaped  like  a  dove, 

On  an  ancient  vellum  threw  its  rays 

As  Unador  read  of  knights  and  fays. 

She  gave  to  Rollo  never  a  thought  ; 

Her  commands  in  these  words  had  been  fraught : 

"  To-day's  the  eve  of  the  moon's  full  tide, 

And  'tis  my  pleasure  no  man  inside 

These  gates  shall  pass,  be  he  carle  or  knight. 

Till  the  moon  rides  full  i'  th'  heavens  bright. 

He  may  win  the  eaglet,  but  not  me, 

For  these  walls  no  man  can  scale,"  laugh'd  she. 

The  wild  wind  whistled,  the  lamp's  flame  bent. 

And  the  curtain  before  the  casement 

Rustled  ;  it  moved,  it  was  flung  aside  ; 

But  'twas  not  the  wind  that  flung  it  wide, 

'Twas  a  human  hand  the  curtain  reft, 

'Twas  a  human  form  sprang  through  the  cleft  ; 

And,  flinging  the  eaglet  down  before. 

In  his  strong  arms  clasp'd  fair  Unador. 

"  I  have  won  thee,  sweet  lady,  spite  of  all  : 

Now  summon  the  priest  from  the  castle  hall. 

So  that  I   may  hold  thee  indeed  my  bride 

Upon  this,  the  eve  of  the  moon's  full  tide  !  " 
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FOUND. 

Down   country  lane  there  slowly  stole 
A  fair-hair'd,  ragged,   sunburnt  maid, 

From  whose  blue  eyes  gleam'd  forth  a  soul 
So  hopeless,   yet  which  ever  pray'd 

That  some  day  it  at  last  might  find 

The  Mother's  love  she  once  could  mind. 

She  wander'd  past  a  cottage  gate  ; 

Two  merry  children  home  from  school 
Sprang  to  the  loving  arms  that  wait 

To  clasp  them. — Down  by  woodland  pool 
She  sank,  and  there  the  water-hen 

Swam,  with  her  pretty  brood  of  ten. 

Once  more  she  started  on  her  way 

Past  wee  lambs  resting  with  the  sheep. 

Curl'd  in  a  barn  a  grey  cat  lay. 
With  all  its  kittens,  fast  asleep  ! 

"  There's  mother-love  for  all  the  world 
Save  me,  for  whom  its  wings  are  furl'd." 
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At  last  the  tired  child  gain'd  the  town  ; 
A  carriage  stopp'd  just  where  she  stood, 
A  lady  tall  and  fair  stepp'd  down 
In  long  white  cloak,  whose  fallen  hood 
Reveal'd  the  gems  that  dress'd  her  hair  ; 
Her  face,  so  sad,  was  very  fair  ! 

The  blue  eyes  stared,  a  half-cry  broke 
The  air,  which  echo'd  ;  then  round  her  close 
The  shelt'ring  folds  of  that  white  cloak, 
From  whence  a  glad  cry  "  Mother !  "  rose  : 
The  beggar  child  at  last  found  rest 
On  her  lost  mother's  longing  breast  ! 
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BY  THE  SPINNING-WHEEL. 

A  DAME  sat  by  her  spinning-wheel, 
And  at  her  feet  a  youth  did  kneel : 
"  Oh,  mother,  tell  to  me,"  he  cries, 
"  The  future  that  before  me  lies — 
Future  and  fate  !  " 


The  old  dame  sighed,  her  wheel  she  turned  ; 
Too  well  she  knew  advice  he'd  spurned. 
"  Seek  not,  my  son,  too  much  to  know  ; 
All  ends  beneath  oblivion's  snow — 
Future  and  past ! 

*'  Thy  father  was  as  brave  a  knight 
As  e'er  did  woman's  heart  delight, 
The  bravest,  noblest  of  his  kind  ; 
Yet  never  did  he  seek  to  find 
Future  'fore  fate  ! 
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"  Nor  did  thy  lady  mother  fair 
Strive  to  invade  the  mystic  air 
That  shrouds  the  future  from  the  past  ; 
Rash  boy  !  such  questions  leave  unask'd  : 
Future  is  fate  !  " 


He  stirred  impatient  at  her  feet, 
And  on  the  wheel  his  fingers  beat. 
Impell'd  by  his  impetuous  sway 
It  turn'd  ere  she  its  weight  could  stay- 
Future  like  past ! 


"  Boy,  whom  as  child  I   nursed,  forbear ! 
Live  while  thou  may'st  untouched  by  care  ; 
For  braver  hearts  than  thine  have  died 
At  thought  of  ill  that  may  betide 
In  future  fate ! 


"  Thou'lt  not  ? — Well,  child,  if  'tmust  be,  'tmust. 
I'll  spin  thy  fate  unto  its  dust. 
Chequered  and  knotted  is  the  thread. 
And  so  the  path  that  thou  must  tread, 
Thy  fated  fate  !  " 
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"  Tell  more  ;  seek  naught,  my  nurse,  to  hide  ! 
That  turning  wheel  doth  ill  betide  ; 
It  tangles,  wavers,  now  it  breaks  : 
My  leave  of  life  methinks  it  takes — 
My  future  fate 


"  Enough  !  enough  !    I  am  prepared 
To  mock  the  future  I  have  dared. 
I'll  revel  with  mad  revelry 
Till,  like  yon  thread,  shall  end  for  me 
Future  and  past !  " 
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SUMMER'S  PROGRESS. 

All  golden  gleam'd  the  meadow  land 

With  buttercup  and  cowslip, 
As  Spring  and  Summer  hand  in  hand 

Tripp'd  on  by  one  another. 
When  suddenly  a  mist  arose 

And  hid  each  from  the  other  ; 
'Twas  where  the  pathway  narrow  grows, 

And  hills  to  waters  clear  dip  ! 


Out  of  the  mist  fair  Summer  came, 
But  oh  !  her  heart  was  heavy  ! 

You'd  scarcely  take  her  for  the  same- 
She  was  alone  and  weeping ! 

But  soon  soft  zephyr  kiss'd  her  cheek. 
And  the  wee  rosebuds  peeping, 

The  dewdrops  from  her  eyelids  seek, 
And  from  her  tresses  wavy  ! 
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Then  Summer  laughed,  and  all  grew  clear 

(She'd  but  a  rainy  June  brought), 
And  all  the  birds  sang  far  and  near 

And  quite  forgot  was  frail  Spring  ; 
And  flowers,  trees,  and  meadows  gold 

With  mirth  and  joy  and  warmth  ring, 
Till  Autumn,  like  a  lover  bold. 

Fair  Summer  all  too  soon  caught  ! 

Alas  !   too  soon  did  Autumn  change — 

Of  Summer  he  grew  weary — 
And  to  the  Winter,  white  witch  strange, 

His  glow'ring  love  made  offering. 
Her  long  white  arms  she  opened  wide, 

Her  ice-cold  bosom  proff'ring, 
Thus  Summer,  Spring  and  Autumn  died. 

While  Winter's  laugh  rang  dreary. 
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SUCCESS. 

She  stood  above,  and  on  her  high-mass'd  hair 
The  sun  gleam'd  bright,  and  made  a  crown  of  gold. 
Her  deep  eyes  shone  as  with  a  love  untold 
And,  stooping,  she  stretch'd  out  her  arms  so  fair. 
I  sprang  from  rock  to  rock,  was  quickly  there. 
When  with  a  mocking  laugh  she  turn'd  and  fled 
Onward  and  upward.     After  her  I  sped : 
"Thou  shalt  be    mine;    for    thee    high    heav'n    I'll 
dare  ! " 

She  droop'd  her  head,  and  smiling  took  my  hand 
And  led  me  on,  above  a  wond'ring  land. 
I  turn'd  to  clasp  her,  hold  her,  all  my  own  ; 
But,  swerving  back,  she  laugh'd,  and  naught  was  lett 
Save    this    refrain,    echoing    from    cleft    to    cleft — 
"  Thou'st    held    Success,     now    sail     Life's     stream 
alone  1  " 
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TRANSLATION   FROM   POEM   OF 
VICTOR    HUGO. 

Since  in  thy  hands  I  laid  my  face  so  pale  ; 
Since  to  thy  cup  of  life  my  lips  I  placed  ; 
Since  sometime  I  thy  soul's  sweet  breath  inhale 
When,  like  a  perfume,  it  the  dark  shades  bless'd — 

I  saw  thee  weeping,  smiling  I  saw  thee, 
When  thou  didst  give  me,  like  a  gift  divine, 
Those  words,  diffusing  the  heart's  mystery. 
Thy  mouth  laid  on  my  mouth,  thy  eyes  on  mine. 

Since  on  my  head  enraptured  fell  a  ray 

From  thy  bright  star,  now  ever  veil'd,  alas  ! 

Since  on  the  surges  of  my  life  one  day 

A  roseleaf  dropp'd,  caught  as  thy  soul  did  pass  : 

Now,  to  the  fleeting  years  I  say  unaided 
Pass  ever,  pass —  I  can  no  more  grow  old ! 
Get  you  hence,  with  your  flowers  all  faded — 
In  my  heart  dwells  a  flower  none  shall  hold. 


44  Poem  of  Victor  Hugo. 

From  my  cup,  fill'd  well  with  my  heart's  desire, 
You  spill  naught  as  your  wing  'gainst  it  dashes. 
My  heart  has  more  love  and  my  soul  more  fire 
Than  yours  holds  of  oblivion  or  ashes  ! 
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SUMMER. 

The  sky  is  blue  and  soft  the  air, 

The  earth  is  hke  a  maiden  fair 

Array'd  with  flowers  for  her  bridal  morn 

In  summer's  prime  ! 
The  fields  are  fleck'd  with  silvery  gold, 
A  wealth  of  nature  all  untold  ; 
And  gracefully  waves  the  fast-growing     corn 

In  summer  time ! 


Drowsily  drones  the  bumble  bee. 

The  scent  of  the  hay  hangs  o'er  the  lea 

Where  the  children  sit  weaving  daisy-chains, 

In  summer's  prime  ! 
Out  on  the  brook's  broad  rippling  breast 
White-cupp'd,  gold-hearted  lilies  rest — 
Where,  hid  till  moonrise,  the  wee  elf  remains 

In  summer  time  ! 
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In  that  same  brook,  with  bubbling  splash, 

The  merry  fishes  dart  and  flash. 

And  the  air  is  full  of  the  insects'  hum 

In  summer's  prime  ! 
In  heat  and  sun  the  birds  rejoice, 
And  echo  nature's  sweetest  voice  ; 
So  none,  not  even  the  flowers,  are  dumb 

In  summer  time  ! 
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MY  CHILD,  WE  ONCE  WERE  CHILDREN  ! 

Translation  from  the  German  of  H.  Heines, 

My  child,  we  once  were  children, 
Two  children,  small  and  gay  ; 

We  crept  into  the  hen-house 
And  hid  beneath  the  hay  ! 

We  sang  out  "  Cock-a-doo-dal !  " 
When  any  one  passed  near  by. 

And  'twas  so  very  like,  they  thought 
It  was  our  old  cock's  cry. 

With  cases  from  our  farmyard 

A  famous  house  we  built  ; 
We  dwelt  therein  together  ; 

And     papered  it  all  gilt. 

The  neighbour's  cat,  old  Sooty, 

Came  oft  to  visit  us  ; 
We  made  her  bows  and  curtsies 

And  compliments  num'rous, 
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Inquiring  kindly  of  her  health, 

And  if  she'd  eaten  rats? 
We  have,  since  that  time,   spoken 

To  many  more  old  cats ! 

We  also  sat,  and  talking,    ^ 

As  old  folks  wisely  do, 
Lamented  how  far  better 

All  things  in  our  time  grew. 

How  love  and  truth  and  faith,  all 
Had  vanished  from  the  earth  ; 

And  why  so  dear  was  coffee, 
And  why  of  gold  such  dearth  ! 

But  past  are  now  those  child-games, 

And  all  things  roll  away — 
Gold  and  the  world  and  time,  while 

Faith,  trust,  and  love  lose  sway. 


49 


AMBITION. 

Gift  ot  the  Gods,  that  many  thousands  seek  ! 
Oh,  cursed  blessing,  witch-Hke  fair  she  stands, 
Yet  ever  'scapes  the  clutch  of  outstretched  hands. 
How  oft  does  your  red  robe  with  foul  crime  reek, 
And  yet  to  strong  men  you  can  change  the  weak, 
And  from  the  strong,  kings  of  the  worlds  can  make  ; 
Man  seldom  hesitates,  when  you're  the  stake, 
To  heed  an  angel's  call  or  victim's  shriek ! 

Ambition,  Oueen,  you  rule  for  good  or  ill 

The  world,  and  men  and  women  own  your  sway 

And  give  allegiance,  call  it  what  they  will. 

"  Ambition,  lead  me  on,"   is  my  one  cry  ; 

"  I'd  sacrifice  for  you  the  nightless  day. 

Oh !  be  my  bride  ;  in  your  arms  let   me  die." 
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LIFE. 

I  wander'd  on,  the  world  was  bathed  in  light, 

But  in  the  shadow  of  a  ruin'd  wall 

A  woman  sat,  who  to  my  echo'ng  call 

Rais'd  her  droop'd  head  o'er  which,  like  grey,  dim 

night, 
A  thick  veil  hung.     Her  form,  though  bow'd,  look'd 

slight. 
And  graceful  were  the  lines  that  grim  shroud  hid. 
"Why  weepest  thou?"  I    asked.     Then    back    she 

slid 
Her  veil ;  most  wond'rous  beauty  smote  my  sight. 

Her  red-gold  hair  seem'd  to  illumine  space. 
''  My  name  is  Life,  but  here  men  call  me  Death, 
And  say  that  I,  while  giving  life,  steal  breath." 
"Sweet    Peace    art    thou,"    I   sigh'd,  and  kiss'd  her 

face. 
Her  grey  robe  whitened,  great  wings  grew  apace  ; 
She  caught  me  up — "  For  Death  is  Life,"  she  saith. 
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DEATH. 

She  caught  me  up,  that  wide-wing'd  angel,   Life, 
High  o'er  the  world  and  through  an  asther  space, 
Till  downward  seem'd  the  great  four  winds  to  race, 
As  though  to  drive  me  back,  back  to  the  strife 
Of  Earth.     "  Fear  not,"  she  cried,  and  all  was  rife 
With  voices  ;  fair,  sweet  faces,  full  of  grace. 
And  lovely  forms,  that  cruel  fancies  chase 
With  one  sweet  song  :  *'  Rejoice,  for  this  is  life  !  " 

Yet  ever  up,  till  all  seem'd  one  great  light  ; 
I  breathed  it  in,  I  stirr'd,  and  then  I  sprang 
Free,  into  space.     Then  stopp'd  as  with  a  pang  : 
In  that  great  angel's  arms  my  dead  self  lay 
One    moment,    then,    then    dropp'd    through    space 

from  sight ; 
"That,    Soul,   was   Death,  through   Death   to   Life 

and  day." 
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ODE  TO  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

Like  bewildered  angel  left  behind 
Stands  the  trembling  white  New  Year, 
Tightly  clasped  her  tender  hands, 
Quiv'ring  still  her  wide  and  downy  wings. 
Frozen  on  her  cheek  a  tear 
Rests,  telling  how  she  doth  dread  to  find 
Cruel  ,-^houghts  through  all  the  lands 
Spite  the  message  sweet  each  Joy-bell  rings. 

"  Hear  our  welcome,  white  New  Year, 

Come  to  us  without  a  fear  ; 

Your  twelve  months'  course  we  will  strive  to  cheer, 

If  you  will  leave  us  no  memories  drear !  " 

Thus  their  clang  right  through  her  heart   vibrates, 

Till  their  gladness  stirs  her  soul  ; 

Hope  gleams  from  her  starry  eyes, 

Eyes  still  misty  with  high  heaven's  light. 
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Clouds  of  doubt  behind  her  roll  : 

With  love  for  the  world  her  form  dilates  ; 

Easily  to  earth  she  flys, 

Singing  so  soft  through  the  dark  blue  night. 
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JOY. 

A    VILLANELLE. 

Oh,  merry-eyed,  mirth-loving  boy, 

How  gay  grows  the  world  when  you  sing, 

You  beautiful  elf-child  called  Joy  ! 

But  though  so  fair,  alas  !  you're  coy, 
You  child  of  Summer  and  bright  Spring, 
You  merry-eyed,  mirth-loving  boy. 

For  you  this  world  is  but  a  toy 

O'er  which  you  skim  on  wide  white  wing. 

Oh,  beautiful  elf-child  called  Joy. 

And  life  is  gold  without  alloy. 
There's  nought  but  hope  in  everything. 
You  merry-eyed,  mirth-loving  boy. 

Our  pains  and  sorrows  you  destroy, 
For  you  our  cares  aside  we  fling. 
Oh,  beautiful  elf-child  called  Joy. 
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Your  flight  from  hence  we  must  decoy, 
We'll  chain  and  claim  and  crown  you  king, 
Oh,  merry-eyed  mirth-loving  boy, 
You  beautiful  elf-child  called  Joy  ! 
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HEARSAY. 

Light  as  a  summer  fay 
Floating  through  flowers  of  May- 
Is,  is  a  woman's  heart, 
So  they  say ! 

Fickle  as  sands  of  sea 
Spread  o'er  the  changeful   lea 
Is,  is  what  a  man's  heart's 
Said  to  be ! 
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ST.   VALENTINE. 

"Why  do  the  bells  so  softly  ring? 
And  why  the  birds  so  sweetly  sing  ? 
Tell  me,  tell  me,   my  own  true  love  !  " 
She  coo'd,  and  sigh'd  like  shy  wood-dove. 

"  Dost  thou  not  know,  ah  !  lady  mine, 
That  by  decree  of  Valentine 
This  is  the  birds'  own  wedding-day  ! 
Wilt  not  like  them,  my  fairy  fay  ? 

"  Thy  own  true  love  I  swear  to  be, 
Through  summer  or  cold,  land  or  sea. 
Oh  !   come,  my  dearest  Valentine, 
Let  us  away  to  Hymen's  shrine  !  " 

So  like  the  birds  they  gayly  sing 
And  nestward  swift  their  course  they  wing. 
While  now  the  bells  all  loudly  play 
St.  Valentine,  the  birds'  wedding-day  ! 
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YOUTH  AND  AGE. 

The  World's  wide  door  was  open,  and  he  stood 
There  on  the  threshold,  spell-bound  at  the  sight 
Within.     And  fair  Ambition  fired  his  brain 
With  thousand  thoughts,  wild  dreams  of  fame  and 

power. 
And  aid  for  those  oppressed  was  whisper' d  soft 
By  Love  and  Truth  ;  who  hand  in  hand  salute 
Each  passer-in  through  Life's  great  entrance  gate. 
"  Aid  me,  sweet  loves,"  he  cried,   "  I  will  redeem 
The  ills  of  man,  and  all  the  world  shall  ring 
With  fame  of  me  !  "     And  thus  he  entered  in. 

The  drop-scene  falls,  the  play  of  Life  is  done  ; 
Though  once  again  they  ring  the  curtain  up. 
And  in  his  dying  glance  he  seems  to  see 
The  Past.     Ambition  still'd,  all  slain  the  wild 
Young    dreams,   and   crushed   beneath   his   foot   lies 

Truth 
And  Love  ;  the  heavens  hidden  by  a  fog 
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Of  hell-born  sins,    his  own  creations ! — Hope 
Is  dead.     But   as  he  looks  on  that  black  mass 
The  clouds  are  cleft  with  one  clear  shining  ray, 
His  one  good  deed   breaks  through  and  lights  the 

path, 
And  at  the  gate  of  Heav'n  he  stands  as  once 
He  stood  upon  the  threshold  of  the  Earth. 
But  he  has  learnt  the  lesson  of  this  Life, 
And  with  bowed  head  in  all   humility 
He  enters  in  ! 


-i 
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HOW    FATE   BROUGHT   THE    MERMAID 

HER   LOVE. 

Still  on,  although  throughout  the  life-long  day 

Old  Chaos  had  held  wild  state  ; 
A  strange  little  craft  held  its  own  weird  way, 

For  its  coxswain  bold  was  Fate. 

Strange  was  that  craft  ;  yet  stranger  still  its  crew  ; 

Fate  at  the  helm  sat, — weeping, 
While  at  the  prow,  in  shroud  of  leaden  hue, 

A  godlike  youth  lay, — sleeping. 

Like  infant  hushed  on  its  mother's  breast, 

He  lay,  with  ne'er  a  shudder 
At  the  wild  wave's  kiss,  or  the  mad  wind's  jest  ; 

For  Fate  was  at  the  rudder. 

Crash  !     Death    and    the    sea    would    have    claim'd 
their  own  ; 

But  still   Fate  clung  to  the  helm 
Till  there  rose  two  arms  from  the  wild  wave's  cone 

To  bear  their  love  to  his  realm. 
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The  waves  were  mad  as  they  tried  to  fling 
The  prize  from  those  arms  of  snow, 

But  the  mermaid  laughed  with  a  mocking  ring, 
And  sank  to  the  peace  below. 

Away  from  their  wild  tempestuous  roar, 

That  lovely  maid  bore  her  silent  treasure 

Adown,   deep  down  to  her  cavernous  home, 

To  the  azure  depths,   where  the  seafolk  roam. 

His  pale,  cold  face  lay  on  her  shoulder  fair, 

And  the  dark  locks  mingled  with  golden  hair, 

As  they  floated  on  through  a  wonderland 

Of  coral,  sea-flowers,  and  yellow  sand. 

They  neared  her  cavern  of  glittering  ore  ; 

And    she    bore    him    swift    o'er    the    pearl    strewn 

floor, 
Laying  him  down  on  a  rich  coral  bed. 
With  fragrant  seaweed  beneath  his  head. 
As  they  cnter'd,  the  cave  with  welcomes  rang, 
Which  her  unseen  attendances  sweetly  sang. 
She  smiled  as  she  strok'd  his  cold,   white  face, 
And  laid  each  soft  silky  curl  in  its  place. 
Then  from  red  sea-grape  the  juice  she  crushed, 
And  with  a  gesture  the  sweet  sounds  hushed, 
As  raising  the  mystical  goblet  high. 
Her  voice  sang  soft  as  the  sea-winds  sigh  : 
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"  Magical  fruit ! 

With  golden  root  ! 

Bring  back  to  my  love  the  life 

Which  the  waves  above, 

For  mischief's  love, 

Have  stolen  in  their  strife  ! 

Magical  spruce, 

With  crimson  juice, 

That  has  made  with  death  himself  a  truce  ! 

Who  drinks  of  thee 

Beneath  the  sea 

May  stay  for  a  hundred  years  with  me  !  " 
Rich  and  clear  her  voice  had  grown, 
But  now  it  sank  to  a  sobbing  moan, — 
"  Until  we  change  to  white  sea  foam, 

And  our  poor  spirits  in  space  must  roam." 

She  stain'd  his  blue  lips  with  that  crimson  dye, 
Then  watch'd  as  they  parted  with  soft-drawn  sigh, 
And  knew  she  had  ended  that  death-like  trance. 

Then  he  raised  his  eyes  and  met  her  glance  ; 
And  heaven  and  earth,  and  hell  and  death 
Were  all  forgotten  in  one  swift  breath — 
He  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  clasped  her  tight. 
Fearing  she  was  but  a  vision  of  night  ; 
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But  her  soft  sweet  laughter  rang  in  his  ear, 
As  she  held  to  his  lips  the  goblet  clear. 
And  bade  him  drink  of  that  magical  draught, 
While  the  soft  green  waters  around  them  waft 
The  sound  of  sweet  voices,   that  gaily  sing 
A  bright,  glad  welcome  to  him  as  their  king. 
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"  The  Butler  and  the  Baker ;  or,  Dreams  and  their  Se(iuels." 

Hall.  —  Our  Sovereign  Father.  A  Sermon  by 
Rev.  W.  Newman  Hall.  Square  i6mo.,  handsome 
parchment  wrapper.     6d.  net,  by  post,  yd. 

Db.  F.4IEEAIBN,  Prim  ipal  of  Mansfield  College,  Oxford,  says  : — •'  What  you 
have  put  so  much  heart  into  must  have  a  mes.=age  of  its  own." 

*'  This  is  a  most  meritoriins  performance,  both  for  spirit  and  execution." — 
The  Irish  Congreyational  Magazine. 

"This  little  work,  in  its  tasteful  cover,  is  a  thoughtful  and  striking  exposition 
of  the  Primitive  conception  "  Father  first  and  King  next,"  which  grew  out 
of  the  idea  of  the  familv,  the  nucleus  of  the  nation.  The  way  in  which  this 
conce])tion  is  pursued  so  as  to  emphasise  the  side  of  God's  benevolent 
sovereignty  is  very  satisfying."  — TVie  Rock. 

"  In  this  Vjrochure  of  about  fifty  pages  the  writer  deals  with  the  Fatherhood 
of  God.  The  tone  is  lofty,  the  language  elegant  and  forcible,  and  the  whole 
subject  is  treated  in  an  intelligent  way  from  the  modem  evangelical  stand- 
point, and  illustrated  by  quotations  from  modern  theological  writers.'' — 7"Ae 
Methodist  Times. 

*•  •  Our  Sovereign  Father '  is  a  thoughtful  booklet."  —  TAc  Christian, 
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Hebblethwaite.  —  Castlehill,  A  Tale  of  Two 
Hemispheres.  By  James  Hebblethwaite.  2S.  6d. 
In  preparation. 

The  history  ot  a  boy  who  was  heir  to  "  Castlehill,"  his  unjust  treatment 
culminating  in  his  being  transported  from  his  quiet  north  country  home  to 
the  dangers  and  horrors  of  prison  life  in  Tasmania  in  the  early  days  of 
the  Colony.  His  escape  and  meetins  with  his  early  love  are  related  in  a 
thrilling  and  artless  manner. 

Home.— The  Spirit  of  Dives  :  a  Sermon,  by  Rev. 
C.  Silvester  Home,  M.A.,  preached  to  Young 
Men  and  Women  in  Kensington  Chapel,  Sunday 
evening,  February  lOth,  1895.     Crown  8vo.,  id. 

Most  valuable  accompaniment  to  the  Gospels. 

Kephart.  —  Chart  of  the  Public  Life  of 
Christ.  Arranged  to  show  at  a  glance  the  events 
of  our  Lord's  Life,  accompanied  by  a  coloured 
diagram  of  a  Harmony  of  the  Four  Gospels.  By 
Rev.  J.  C.  Kephart,  M.A.  16  pages  of  letterpress 
and  coloured  chart  printed  on  strong  bond  paper, 
all  neatly  folded  into  a  handy  book  for  the  pocket. 
Cloth   limp,  2s.  6d. 

•'A  pictorial  harmony  of  the  Gospels,  and  should  be  popular.  An  ingenious 
compilation." — (Am.)  CongregationaUst. 

"  Exceedingly  helpful."— B<7p<ts<  Teacher. 

"  There  are  evidences  of  great  care.  For  many  persons  to  whom  the  life  of  our 
Lord  appears  a  historical  confusion  ilr.  Kcphart's  book  will  be  very  useful." 
— American  Sunday  School  Times. 

"  It  must  be  seen  to  be  understood  and  appreciated.  I  do  wish  that  every 
preacher,  Sunday-school  superintendent,  and  teacher  could  have  a  copy  at 
once."— Rhv.  R.  CowDiif,  Sec.  N.  B.  S.  S.  Board. 

Kerr.  —  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the 
Books  of  the  New  Testament.  By  John  H. 
Kerr,  M.A.    Crown  Svo.,  Cloth.    333  pp.   6s. 

"  We  take  particular  pleasure  in  commending  this  volume  to  students  of 
Divinity,  who  will  find  in  it  a  convenient  summary  of  the  facts  and  argu- 
ments relating  to  an  important  subject."— jTAe  Church  Standard. 
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MEDICAL    MISSIONS. 

Kerp.  — Pioneering  in  Morocco.  Being  a  Record 
of  seven  years'  Medical  Mission  work  in  the  Palace 
and  the  Hut.  By  Dr.  Robert  Kerr.  Large  Crown 
8vo.     21  full-page  Illustrations.     252  pp.     3s.  6d. 

•'  Dr.  Kerr's  statements  bear  etronpr  testimony  to  the  great  value  of  medical 
missions,  he  gives  too,  much  useful  information  concerning  mission  work  in 
general.  The  book  is  written  in  a  pleasant,  almost  conversational  style, 
contrasting  favourably  with  some  far  more  pretentious  records  of  mission- 
ary work  which  could  be  named.  It  is  also  well  got  up — paper,  type, 
illustration,  and  binding  being  alike  good." — The  Sock. 

*'  Dr.  Kerr  has  made  good  use  of  his  opportunities." — Christian  World. 

"  Full  of  interesting  details  of  Moorish  life  and  ways,  and  a  large  number  of 
illustrations,  taken  from  photogi-aphs,  add  much  to  its  value. — Evangelical 
Miigasine, 

"  An  admirable  record  of  work  accomplished  for  Christ.  Simple  and  gracious 
in  its  narration  ;  picturesque  and  realistic  in  description." — Sword  and 
Trowel. 


Kilby.  —  Trips  to  Algeria,  Holland,  the  North 
Cape,  etc.  Written  and  illustrated  by  Henry 
Kilby.     Paper  boards,     132  pp.     2s.  6d. 

Chatty  descriptions  of  Trips  to  many  interesting  places. 

Kohaus.  —  Recitation  Poems  for  Sabbath  Schools, 
Mission  Bands,   etc.:   Poems  for  Children's  Day, 
Easter  Time,  Harvest  Home,  Christmas  Festivals, 
Missionary  Concerts,  and  Bands  of  Hope. 
By  Hannah  More  Kohaus.     144  pp.     is.  6d. 

Lathpop.  —  Fifty  Years  and  beyond  ;  or,  Old 
Age  and  How  to  Enjoy  it.  Gathered  Gems 
for  the  Aged.  By  Rev.  S.  S.  Lathrop.  With 
an  Introduction  by  Rev.  Arthur  Edwards,  D.D. 
400  pp.     Large  crown  8vo.      3s.  6d. 

"  The  selections  are  very  precious." — The  Witness. 

Lewis.  —  The  Unseen  Life.  Ten  Sermons  by 
Rev.  F.  Warburton  Lewis,  B.A.  Contents :  Part 
I.,  The  Crowning  of  Love.     Chapter  i,  Love  of 
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Friends;  2,  Love  and  Death;  3,  Love  and  Life; 
4,  Love,  the  first  and  the  last.  Part  IL,The  Life 
Eternal.  Chapter  5,  Heaven  ;  6,  Working  out 
Salvation  ;  7,  The  Death  of  the  Cross ;  8,  The 
Gospel  of  the  Resurrection ;  g,  Sorrow  and  Sym- 
pathy ;  10,  Where  there  is  no  last  night.  Crown 
8vo.,  Cloth  boards.    128  pp.    2s.  6d.    Now  Ready. 

"  Mb.  Lswie  has  the  courage  to  say  old  things  over  again ;  to  eay  them 
pleasantly  and  even  impressively,  and  further,  his  vrork  is  well  worth 
publishing,  well  worth  our  gratitude  and  pmise." — ExpoMory  Timet. 

"  Much  to  attract  thoughtful,  religious  people." — Christian  Leader. 

"  A  volume  of  thoughtful  and  interesting  sermons." — British  Weekly. 

"  Much  literaiy  charm  and  great  devotional  feeling." — Word  and  Work. 

A  small  collection  of  wise,  simple  sermons.  Evangelical  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  word.  The  most  beautiful  sentence  in  the  book  :  Key  to  the  whole,  is 
'  Loving  is  Life  itself  ;  being  loved  is  life's  supreme  joy.'  May  we  not  hope 
for  more  from  the  sweetly  reasonable  Pen  of  Mr.  Lewis  ?  " — Christian  World. 

Lord.  —  New  Light  Dumb-bell  Drill.  (Illus- 
trated). By  Charles  E.  Lord.  Suitable  for 
Gymnasia,  Schools,  and  Persons  of  either  Sex. 
Third  Edition.    Swd.    6d. 

"  There  is  a  lot  of  valuable  information  to  be  gleaned  by  athletes  of  evei-y 
class  from  a  careful  study  of  this  neat  little  brochure  ....  more  harm 
than  good  is  often  done  in  ignorance  by  athletes  endeavouring  to  develop 
or  maintain  mu.'^cular  power  by  an  over-indulgence  in  dumb-bell  practice, 
therefore  Mr.  Lord 's  cheerful  explanation  will  come  as  a  boon  and  a  blessing 
to  many.    The  book  is  neatly  got  up. — English  Sports. 

"  The  subject  is  dealt  with  in  a  terse  and  practical  manner." — Cycling. 

Marsh.  —  Faith  Healing.  A  Defence;  or,  The 
Lord  our  Healer.  By  Rev.  R.  L.  Marsh.,  M.A., 
Crown  8vo.,  Cloth  boards.     148  pp.     2S. 

"  His  review  of  objections  is  ingenious,  and  is  pursued  in  a  candid  spirit.''  — 
The  Evangelist. 

Meyer.  —  Christ  Church  Magazine.  Contains 
article  each  month  by  Rev.  F.  B.  Meyer,  M.A. 
One  Penny. 

Mills.  —  God's  World  ;  and  other  Sermons. 
By  B.   Fay    Mills,    Author   of  "  Victory   through 
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Surrender,"    &c.      Crown   8vo.,    Cloth.     322    pp. 
Just  Ready.     3s.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Mills  has  selected  for  publication  in  this,  the  first  volume  of  his  sermons 
ever  issued,  the  sermons  whose  use  has  been  followed  by  the  best  results  in 
his  Evangelistic  work.  The  subjects  embrace  consecration,  wiisistency, 
and  service  ;  sermons  to  those  who  have  deserted  the  Master,  and  to  those 
who  have  never  confessed  Him  before  men." 

•*  As  inspiration,  as  electric  spark,  in  short  as  sermons,  they  are  everything.'  — 
Expository  Times. 

Moody  in  Chicago;  or,  the  World's  Fair  Gospel 
Campaign.  An  account  of  6  months'  Evangelistic 
Work  in  Chicago  and  Vicinity,  during  the  time  of 
the  World's  Columbian  Exposition.  Cloth  boards. 
255  PP-     3s.  6d. 

Moorehead.  —  Outline  Studies  in  the  Books  of 
THE  Old  Testament.  By  M.  W.  G.  Moorehead, 
D.D.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth.  363  pp.  6s.  Just 
Published. 

Needham.  —  Broken  Bread  for  Serving  Disci- 
ples. 36  Bible  Readings  by  the  Author  of  "  Bible 
Briefs."  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth  boards.  224  pp.    3s.6d. 

Otts.  —  At  Mother's  Knee.  The  Mother's  Holy 
Ministry  with  her  Children  in  the  Home.  By 
J.  M.  P.  Otts,  D.D.  175  pp.  Crown  8vo., 
Ornamental  Cloth  binding.    3s.     Just  Out. 

Parkhurst.  —  First  Steps  toward  Church  Unity. 
By  Rev.  Charles  H.  Parkhurst,  D.D.,  of  Brooklyn, 
New  York.  Two  Studies:  (i)  One  Body  in 
Christ ;  (2)  Members  one  of  Another.  Small 
4to.,  paper     cover.     32  pp.     is. 

Pentecost.  —  The  Invincible  Gospel.  By  George 
F.  Pentecost,  D.D.,  Author  of  "  Bible  Studies," 
"  In  the  Volume  of  the  Book."  Paper  cover. 
52  pp.      IS. 

"  Of  large  \vorth  for  Christian  workers." 
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Perren.  —  Revival  Sermons  in  Outline.  With 
Thoughts,  Themes,  and  Plans,  by  eminent  Pastors 
and  EvangeHsts.  By  Rev.  C.  H.  Perren,  Ph.D. 
(author  of  "  Seed  Corn  for  the  Sower  "j.  Crown 
8vo.,  Cloth.     384  pp.     5s.    Just  Ready. 

Perren. — Seed  Corn  for  the  Sower.  A  Book 
of  Illustrations  for  the  Pulpit  and  Platform.  With 
Complete  Indices  to  Subjects,  Texts  and  Authors 
quoted.  By  Rev.  C.  Perren.  Cloth  boards.  422 
pp.     5s. 

Pierce  and  Home —  The  Primer  of  Church 
Fellowship.  For  use  in  the  Independent 
Churches.  By  Revs.  William  Pierce  and  C. 
Silvester  Home,  M.A.  Cheap  Edition,  6d.,  post 
free,  yd.    Now  Ready. 

This  new  and  cheap  edition  has  received  very  warm  commendation  by 
Dr.  Dale,  Dr.  Barrett,  and  Dr.  Brown,  beside  many  others. 

"  We  gladly  welcome  the  n^w  and  cheaper  edition  of  The  Primer  of  Church 
Fellowship,  by  the  Revs.  William  Pierce  and  C.  Silvester  Home.  Having 
already  e.'cpressed  our  high  opinion  of  it  when  published  at  Is.,  we  rejoice 
to  see  this  cheaper  edition,  and  trust  it  will  be  scattered  broadcast  over  the 
twofold  section  of  Christendom,  known  o.s  the  Churches  of  the  Congre- 
gational order.  It  is  an  admirable  handbook  to  the  privileges  and  duties  of 
Church  membership." — Word  and  Wbr/i, 

Porter.  —  Saint  Martin's  Summer.  The  Romance 
of  the  Cliff.  By  Rose  Porter.  Crown  8vo., 
Tastefully  bound  in  Light  Cloth  boards.  263  pp. 
2s.  6d. 

**  A  stimulating,  healthful  story." — The  Golden  Sule. 
"  A  pleasant  story  of  English  life." — Boston  Transcript. 

Powell. — Church  Order  in  Work  and  Worship, 
with  an  Introduction  by  Lieut.  -  Col.  Henry 
M.  Robert.  By  Rev.  T.  W.  Powell.  140  pp. 
Cloth.     IS.  net. 

Young  People's  Society  of  Christian  Endeavour 

Pratt.  —  A  Decade  of  Christian  Endeavour, 
1881-1891.     By    Rev.    Dwight    M.    Pratt.     With 
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frontispiece  portrait  of  Francis  E.  Clark,  founder 
of  the  movement.  Introduction  by  Rev.  Wayland 
Hoyt,  D.D.     Crown  8vo.,  Cloth.     177  pp.    2s.  6d. 

"  Describes  the  origin,  nature,  and  growth  of  the  Society,  and  also  explains 
the  principles  which  have  caused  it  to  become  so  far-reaching,  sturdy, 
attractive,  and  helpful.  Such  a  book  will  always  be  wanted."— 
Congregatiovalist  (Am). 

Price.  —  A  Syllabus  of  Old  Testament  History  : 
Outlines  and  Literature,  with  an  Introductory 
Treatment  of  Biblical  Geography,  interleaved 
with  Writing  Paper  for  Notes.  Index.  By 
Ira  M.  Price,  Ph.D.,  Leipsic.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth. 
198  pp.     5s. 

"  Students  will  find  the  book  eminently  useful."— ^m.  S.  S.  Times. 

Pring.  —  The  Message  of  the  Incarnation  to 
the  Nation.  Sermon  by  Rev.  F.  A.  Pring. 
Crown  8vo.     16  pp.     2d.,  by  post,  3d. 

"  Every  social  question  is  a  moral  one  ;  and  every  moral  question  a  religious 

one." — AJazzini. 

Prophetic  Studies,  by  Professor  W.  G.  Moorehead, 
Rev.  A.  T.  Pierson,  D.D.,  Professor  F.  Godet, 
D.D.,  Rev.  G.  C.  Needham,  Rev.  A.  J.  Gordon, 
D.D.,  Rev.  Com.  Dinwiddle,  &c.,  &c.  216  pp. 
Cloth.     3s.  6d. 

Putman.  —  His  Star,  and  Vesper  Bells.  Poems 
of  the  Inner  Life.  By  Henry  Putman.  (Enamelled 
Paper),  6d.,  by  post,  7d.    Cloth  gilt,  gilt  top,  is.  net. 

"  Putman's  Vesper  Bells  make  an  admirable  gift— contains  twenty  poems 
illustrative  of  the  Christian's  inner  life.  They  are  mark>d  by  tender 
feelings,  devout  insight,  and  a  truly  poetic  s\it."—Metluidist  Times, 

"  Hymns  worthy  of  print.  Seldom  has  so  tiny  a  book  of  sacred  verse  been 
fuller  of  really  good  hymns." — Literary  World. 

"  Ti  ue  and  happy  thought,  the  rhythm  is  sometimes  well  managed  too. — 
Expository  TiiMS. 

Reed. —  Outline  of  the  Fundamental  Doc- 
trines OF  the  Bible.  By  David  Allen  Reed. 
Crown  8vo.,  Cloth  (interleaved  with  Writing 
Paper  for  Notes).    107  pp.    2s.  6d.   Just  Out. 
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Thew. — Broken  Ideals,  and  Other  Sermons,  by 
Rev.  James  Thew,  Leicester.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth. 
Preparing. 

Thomas.  — Myrtle  Street  Pulpit  Sermons  and 
Prayers.  By  Rev.  John  Thomas,  M.A.,  Liver- 
pool. Large  crown  8vo.,  Cloth  boards.  Each 
3s.  6d.  Weekly  Nos.,  id.  each,  by  post,  i|d. ;  12 
months,  post  free,  6/6  ;  6  months,  3/3  ;  3  months, 
1/8.     Vols.  I,  2,  and  3  now  Ready. 

Of  Vol.  1,  The  Expository  Times  says  :  "  This  volume  contains  some  of  the 
finest  sermons  we  have  I'Rad  for  a  long  time.  Tliere  is  not  a  commonplace 
sermon  in  it." 

Of  Vol.  2,  The  Presbyterian  says  :  "  There  is  a  fine,  manly,  vigorous  ring  about 
these  sei-mons  most  refreshing  to  read.  These  sermons  will  prove  tonics  to 
every  reader.     His  sermons  display  wide  reading." 

Replete  with  striking  suggestive  sentences  in  touch  with  present-day  life, 
and  roots  the  ethical  in  the  doctrinal  side  of  Christianity." — Sword  and' 
Trowel. 

Thompson.  —  The  Prayer  Meeting  and  its 
Improvement.  By  Lewis  O.  Thompson,  with 
Introduction  by  Rev.  A.  E.  Kittredge,  D.D. 
Seventh  Editioti,  Revised.  Crown  8vo.  285  pp. 
3s.  6d. 

"Most  heartily  do  we  wish  this  work  a  wide  circulation,  both  among  pastors 
and  people,  and  we  hope  it  may  do  much  towards  the  lifting  of  the  Prayer 
Meetinir  into  that  higher  place  which  it  ought  to  hold  among  the  grand 
instrumentalities  in  the  Kingdom  of  the  'banter."— Congregationalist,  Am. 

Tipple.  —  Sunday  Mornings  at  Norwood.  Ser- 
mons and  Prayers  by  Rev.  S.  A.  Tipple.  New 
Edition,  with  additional  matter.  Crown  8vo., 
Cloth.     6s. 

Towner. — Hymns  New  and  Old.  With  con- 
tributions from  a  very  large  number  of  well-known 
and  popular  Authors,  for  use  in  Gospel  Meetings 
and  other  Religious  Services.  By  D.  B.  Towner. 
In  2  Parts,  is.  6d.  each. 
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Tyndall.  —  Object  Sermons  in  Outline.  Illus- 
trated Addresses  for  Children,  for  use  with  or 
without  the  blackboard.  By  Rev.  C.  H.  Tyndall, 
with  an  Introduction  by  Rev.  A.  F.  Schauffler, 
D.D.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth  boards.  264  pp.  Largely 
Illustrated.     3s.  6d. 

"  The  lessons  are  well  conceived  and  worke<l  out  with  great  ingenuity.  We 
advise  all  who  have  young  people's  meetings  in  charge  to  examine  the 
book," — New  York  iTidepetident. 

"  Those  pastors  who  are  wrestling  with  the  problem  how  to  attract,  interest, 
and  influence  the  young  people,  may  obtain  valuable  suggestions  from  this 
book." — Congregationalist,  Boston. 


Tyson.  —  Red  Letter  Readings.  By  Bessie  B. 
Tyson.  A  Series  of  Grouped  Texts  on  such  topics 
as  "Called  of  God,"  "Confessing  Christ,"  "Our 
Bodies,"  "  Follow  Jesus,"  etc.  Paper  wrapper. 
366  topics.     Post  free,  is.  6d. 

Vance.  —  The  Young  Man  Four  Square.  By 
James  I.  Vance.  Contents:  i  The  Young  Man 
in  Business.  2  The  Young  Man  in  Society.  3 
The  Young  Man  in  Politics.  4  The  Young  Man 
in  Religion.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth.  104  pp.  is.  6d. 
Just  Ready. 

Weidner. — Biblical  Theology  of  the  New 
Testament.  Vol.  i,  Part  I.  The  Teaching  of 
Jesus.  Part  II.  The  Petrine  Teaching.  Vol.  2, 
Part  III.  The  Pauline  Teaching.  Part  IV.  The 
Teaching  of  John.  By  Revere  Franklin  Weidner. 
Crown  8vo.,  Cloth.     2  vols.,  each  5s. 

Weidner. — Biblical  Theology  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment. Based  on  Oehler.  By  Prof.  Revere 
Franklin  Weidner.  Crown  8vo.,  Cloth.  212  pp.  5s. 
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Weidner.  —  Studies  in  the  Book.     By  Prof.  R.  F 
Weidner.     Old  Testament,  Genesis.     Just  Issued 
2s.  6d.     New  Testament  in  3  vols.,  sold  separatel}^ 
2s.  6d.  each.     Crown  8vo.,  Cloth  boards. 

Interleaved  with  ruled  paper  for  notes. 

Weidner.  • —  Theological  Encyclopedia.  By 
Weidner.  Based  on  Hagenbach  and  Krauth. 
Vol.  I,  Exegetical  Theology,  3s.  6d. ;  Vol.  2, 
Historical  and  Systematic  Theology,  5s. ;  Vol.  3, 
Practical  Theology,  3s.  6d.  Very  extensive  Biblio- 
graphical Lists  of  Books  on  the  various  subjects. 
Cloth  boards.     Just  received. 

Wells.  —  Business.  A  plain  talk  with  Men  and 
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Prof.  Moorehead,  Rev.  F.  B.  Meyer,  &c.8vo..  Cloth 
boards.  302  pp.  5s. 
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